ThcTragedie 

lie winne our ancient right in France againe. 

Or dye a fouldier as 1 liu d a lving. 

Cjlo. Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 

Enter jong York. e. Hafiings, Cardin ill. 

Sue. Now in good time, here comes the Duke of York* 
Prin. Richard ofTV^how fares our noble brother; 
Ter .Well my deare Lord : fo muft 1 call you now. 
Trin. 1 brother to our griefe,as it isyours ; 

Too late lie didc that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Glo.Hovt fares ourcoufen noble Lo.of Yorke ? 

Yor\ thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that 1 die weeds are faft in growth ; 

ThcPrince my brother hath out growne roc farre, 

Glo. He hath my Lord. 

Yor. And therefore is he idle ? 
gio.Qh my faire coufen,I muft not fay fo. 

7or.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 
CAj.He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Yor. I pray you V ncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litlecoufen,with all my heart. 

Prin. A begger brother? 

Yor.Qt my kind V ncle that I know will giue, 

And bcingbutatoy,which is no gift to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, ile giu« my cofcn. 

Yor. A greater gift ? O thats the (word too it. 
g/o.l gentle cofen, were it light enough. 

Yor.O then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In w eightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo. It is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Yor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

G/o. What, would you haue my weapon little Lord ? 
Yor. I would that I might thanke you as you call me 
Glo. Mow ? Yor. Litle. 

Prin. My Lo : ol Yorke will ftill be crofle in talke; 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Yor You mean e to b eare me,not to beare with me : 
Vncle, my brother raockcs both you and me, 


of Richard the Third. 

Becaufdthat I amlitle likean Apt, 

He thinkes that you iliould beare me on your fhoulders. 

Bhc. With what a fharpeprouided wit he realon*, 

To mittigate thefcorne hegiuc his vncle, 

Hepretelyand aptly taunts himfelfe: 

Socunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

Glo. My Lo; wilt pleafe you paTe along ! 

My felfe and my goodcoufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To mcetyou at the T ower,and welcome you. 

Yor. What will you goe vnto the Tower my Lord 
prin. My Lord Protctt.r will haue it fo. 

Yor . I Ihallnot fleepein quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why , what (hould you fcare l 
Yor.Mwy my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granarn told mehewas murdredthere, 

‘Prin, l fcare no vnclcs dead. 

G/o.Nor none that liue, I hope. 

Prin. And if they liue, I hope I need not fcare, $ 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them,goe 1 vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt .Prin.Yor.HaflYDorfmanet.BiJh.Buc. 

2?#e\Thinke you my Lo ; thislitieprating Yorke, 

Whas not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and (come you thus opprobrioufly l 
Glo . No doubt,no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy. 

Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward,capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

Bttc . Well let themreft ; comehither Catesbj, 

Thou art fworneas deepely to eifeft what we intend, 
elofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpontheway s f 

What thinkeft thou, is itnot an caGe matter 
To make William L. Hafiings of our minde, 

For the mftalmcnt of this noble Duke, 

In the fcatetoyallofthis famous Ile ? 

Catef. He for his fathers fake fo louts thePrince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Buc .What thinkeft thou then of Stxnley,what will he ! 

F a Cat. 



